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Oh, won\'t you please take me home? 


Author's Notes: 
| felt like my english came out kinda broken in the translation, but | wanted to post it anyway. Sorry if 
anything. 


It was late, very late. 


Two bodies wobbled, leaning on eachother. The smell of alcohol could be noticed on every drunk laughter. 
Everything became very funny on that warm night after some shots. Little water puddles from a not so 
recent rain reflected the neon lights from the night clubs and bars, these lights were the only thing keeping 
that particular alley in Los Angeles from being completely dark. Axl settled his aviator glasses in his boney and 
pale cheeks, classic inebriated silly grin all over his face. Izzy was supporting his lean and covered arms on the 
nude singer's shoulder while trying to hold his laugh back, in vain. It was an enormous effort to make his own 
shades stay on his face at every abrupt movement he did. Two rockstars, dressed all in black, like shadows in 
the hollywoodian nights - incognitos, at least at that precious moment. A night just for Rose and Stradlin, Billy 
and Jeff. 


"lz, look at that!" Axl feels his arm weight as he elevates it and points. The guitar player follows with his look 
from the tip of the leather gloves on the redhead long fingers, quasi-closed eyelids. "A Karaoke house!" 


The screaming pink neon sign couldn't lie. Or it could. Actually, that was Izzy's first thought: that small and 
narrow building, somewhat dirty, with a kind of discrete moss growing in between the washed-out bricks due 
the continue rain and several years, a place very badly iluminated.. It could perfectly be a "massage house". 


Not that Izzy would care. Maybe, at that time, he was even silently cheering for that. 


"C'mon!" The singer dragged Izzy by his sleeve, excited like a little child choosing his new toy. The brunette 


almost stumbled, but he made into the place unbroken. 


By the balcony was sitting an asian old lady, reading a magazine with characters that the musicians wouldn't 
comprehend even if they were sober. The frontman smiled, finding everything perfect. Not that he didn't like 
the fame, it's just that is good (great) to have moments just for him. Mind you.. Just for them. 


The little old lady frowned when she noticed the new clients. She had probably seen worse since she opened her 
business on the californian city, but it seemed like she was still not used to the caucasian boys wearing leather 
and cowboy boots. Either Axl nor Izzy said a word, they didn't even know how or what to say. The woman 
closed the magazine and, with a strong accent and rough voice, asked for both of them to follow her. She left 


them at a small room, by the end of the building. 


"Fifteen dollar hour!" she called out right before closing door and letting the two rockers alone. Axl grinned wide. 
He examined the whole room with his glaze: it was boxed up, but perfect. A big sofa covered all the corners. A 
coffe table with a menu and music lists. The TV wasn't very large, but big enough to read all the lyrics for 
the songs they were about to sing. A karaoke machine with four microphones. Ambiance lighting. Izzy promptly 
threw himself on a piece of the sofa, glad to rest a body that felt like the triple of its weight due all the 
alcohol. Axl let the light low - so low that the one coming from the monitor predominated-, and smirked when 
a slight lewd idea came to mind. He took one of the lists that was lying on the table, the one that he could 
actually understand what was written. 

"Let me see", Axl whispered whilst leafing the book under the bandmate's compassionate look. That's when his 


smile became the biggest ever. Izzy loved that smile. 


"Fucking perfect” The vocalist grabbed the remote and clumsily clicked the serial number that he saw on the 


list, which readily repeated on screen 
Sweet Child 0: Mine. 


Izzy goggle a bit his tired eyes. He felt a mix between surprise and.. another sensation he wasn't even able to 
define. He positioned himself a little better and lit a cigarette. Axl surely wouldn't mind. The singer held firmly 

the microphone as he risked some few simple movements with his legs, waiting for the song intro to end. Soon, 
his energetic voice took over the place. It was funny, right? Ironic? The real singer of the song to be singing it 


on a karaoke. 


No.. It was perfect. Axl would devote himself on the vocals with the same passion of doing a live concert. 


Danced like he was doing it for a million people. 


But no: Today, the show was only for Izzy. 


